Merry Dialogue 
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Two Droll Poets 
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Meeting one another accidently in 
the Street, they go to a Tavern, 
and Diſplay their Wit on each o- 
ther one of them Reads a Quear 
Love Poem he wrote for a Young 
Gentleman, to ſend to his Sweet: 
heart, for which he gave him 
a Guinea. 
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i Merry i 5 * _ 
Poets, Meeting,  ACGIORRDN. 5 
the Stake: 21 


þ 5 Tan 10 15 " | M. 
Witt. 


ROTHER Tom, well met; How 
goes the Affairs of the Wen NOW= 


a-days? 
Tom. In Truth, Will, very: dull, mighty 
dull, Fil ſwear z/ Methan all-the- World = - 
dull but we, and Faith we fhall be dull too, 
except we can get more Money: I ſpeak for 
my own part, I know not how your Pocket 
ſtands affected, I'm ſure mine- finds a mighty 
Vacuum of late. 

Will. Prithee now. don't ſay ſo; ; I know 
you cannot want Money except you are o- 
vetous, and ſo want by tonſequence,, accord- 
ing to that old Adage, which tells us, that 
ſemper Avarus eget. + 

Tom. Prithee, Will, Aan fpek Latin, for 
4: cannot underſtand. a Word ſo long as 
A.grotat Cromena; beſides, I have drank never 
a Dtep of Sack to Day, nor no other Wine; 
277109 A 2 therefore 


"4 44 = 
therefore how can'ſt thou expect that I can 
ſpeak or underſtand a Word of Latin? © 
Mill. Come, come, Brother Tom, we live 
by our Wits, we muſt not want Money, for 
my part, I have money enough: Come, come 
along with me, Fl revive thy Spirits with 
ſome of the Heliconian Liquor, and you know , 
Frcundi Calices, Tom, will infpire our Brains, 
and make our Muſes ſing ſueh delightful 
Strains, that ſhall charm the Uſurer's Gold to 
fly into our Pockets, and neter repine for their 
being bountiful. It 1 
Tom. On my Word, Will you are very 
brisk: But what Tavern ſhall we go to? Me- 
thinks F cannot turn my Head on either ſide 
but my Nofe ſmells. Sack ever ſince you talk'*d 
of going to the Tavern, for I'll ſwear I have 
a very empty Cavern; therefore prithee, Will, 
name the Place Quickly; and we will dif- 
courſe of all things there as we ſhall find fit. 
Mill. Prithee, Tom, go whither thou 
wilt, for my part it is all one to me, but 1 
think we had as good go to the Devil Tavern, 
becauſe we are juſt by it. IO 74003101 oft 
Tom, No, Will, I don't care for going to 
the Devil, for there I ſhall meet with a ſmall 
Dun: it is no great matter, Lowe five or ſix 
Pounds, or thereabouts. W 
Will, Well then, avoid Satan, we'll not 
iel: 4 5 | come 
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come near thee; but name ſome other Place 
F bd | 7 tho) ati: 21 views 

Tora. Why. there is a Glaſs of as good 
Wine 3 Roſe, : and: that's as High as the 


other; beſides the Head- Drawer is my very 
good Friend, he pan . pay a Fogg 


tor Tabac oo. 
Will. Prithee don't talk of .fuck pitiful 


things as nat paying for Tobaco; if he will 


da ius a Bottle ef good Wine, that ſhall be 
all we expect from him; we muſt keep ſuch 


Fellows as Drawers are at a Diſtance, leſt NP 


grow ſawcy. 


Tam. But I ami forced to make them my Fa- | 


'mitiars: ſometimes: -againſt my Wall TUE 
matter for that; Come, let's ga. 
m ill. Come along, Tom Fil lead the Way: 
' A Drawer comes to them at the Roſe, — 


Drawer. You are Welcome, Gentlemen 1 


will you be pleas d to Walk up Stairs? 


Tom. Yes, honeſt Drawer, we will follow | 
you up ſtairs as faſt as we can. 


Drawer, What Wine will you . be pleat 
-w drink Gentlemen 


Will. Hark you, are you the Head-Drawes? ; 


. Drawer. Ves, Sir. 02 316 1007 IL 


„i Tom. Ves, yes, this honeſt Drawer knows 4 


me well enough, nun | 
IOW Well bodeſt. Davide, ünde le balls 


F ' Yi 
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thee ſo, prithee bring up a Bottle of the beſt 
Canary in the Cellar; be ſure let it be good, 
and: thou ſhalt loſe nothing by thy Civility. 

Drawer. Your Servant, ir, III. Warrant 
you rare good, Sir. 

Tom. Do you hear? Bring up dome Tobacco 
with you alſo; ſuch as I us'd to imoak when 

" Leoime here. * * 

Drawer. You ſhall 8 it, Sir. t 2 #2076 
Tom. We ſhall want a third Man to hold a 
Diſcourſe, ſhall we not? What do you think 
of a thitd Man, Will2 1 know. where to ſend 
for ane. 

ill. A Pox of a third Man; tell me of 
no third: Man: I II Warrant thee that we'll 
find Diſcourſe enough betwixt ourſelves. 

-. Drawer. Here's a Glaſs of ou Canary, 
does. 

Tom. Give it nigra — me thy 
Hand: Come, a good, Health to the Muſes 
our Siſters, and our Old Sire Apollo. 

Mill. Well bowl'd, Boy; come give me a 
Rummer, Pl! pledge thee. 

Drawer. Does he Wine pleale you, Gen- 
tlemen. 
Tom. thou art an honeſt; Lad; tis very 
good Wine, and I'll remember thy Box for it. 
Drawer. Your Servant, Sir. Exit. 
Will Come, Tom, fill the other Glaſs, _ 

drin | 


5 hid ® 


thee out of thy dull Humour: Come, * mer- 
* old Soul; [11 2 21340 "Art \ e * 


dhe like, Vil warrant ihee, Bey. 3 aff 
- Tom. I think we had beſt: to call for the 


| Kathy ; 2255 take each of us another Glas 


(.5 1 


drink to me, Pl warrant thee this will put 


Let's quaff whilſt we may, ; S 
None knOws W˖ho ſhall live to be ary 
next Day. 
Tom, Nay if thou begin'ſt to be inſpir'd al- 
ready, what ſhall we be before we go? Comes 
Will God bleſs the King. - 0 
Mill. Prithee: Tom, duink off thy. Glaſs. | 
What! !': thod doſt not begin to ſtart already? 
ſuck him off, and Ill Pleflge thee in a Brimmer. 
Tom. So now I hope Ibave pleas d you., 
Will. Yes, ſo thou haſt, Tom; and FIl do 


other Bottle before we begin to ſmoax. 
Mill. Do fo, Tom; Do you call, becauſe 
you know the Drawer. 
Tom. Well, T knock, . Heres. Draw ex, 
Boy. i Hog 11 1 


Drawer. By and by, 14 am coming 95 , Sr 107 


Wine. Þ . l 7 
Drawer. vou ſhall have it, Sir. * 2 
- Will. Dame Tom. now tet” 5 ſmoak it 0 | 
while. 110 | 
Tom. this 


5 SID Soa2 
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| But Aa, jet s do OF > 
firſt, 


= 


„ 
firſt, Is this the ſame Wine r 


By awer. the very ſame, Sir. Enait⸗ 
Pom. Come, Will, here's mx NIR ses 
Health. ttt 9 fit vo e353 


Fill, Drink it off, Towlyramd: pledge mine, 
and then.— 
Tom, Ay, and then as thou ſayeſt, i. 


we ſhall be fit for Diſcourie. 
Vill. So now let it reſt awhite, ind pritbbe | 
tell me. hom thou haſt ſpent» thy Time of 


late : Upon i what new Sabſect haft: tin ex- 
erciſed thy Faney of late? | 


Tem. Why, Fil tell thee, Will, bat tocher 
Day there comes to m y Lodging a brisk and 


lively Blade, a good 'Sack Drinker, but a 
younger Brother; and he like other Men now- 
a-days (I won't fayithee and I, Will, © becauſe 
he 225 no Poet) had more Wit than Money. 
This young Gentleman had found out a Fe- 
male Creature that had more Money than 
Wit, whom he thought were a very fit Match 
for him: He told me; that he had often 


made his Addreſſes to her and ſhe bt giving 


him a Flat Denial, he was perſuaded that his 

own Wit, with the Afliſtance of a fmwvoth 

Poem in Praiſe of her Perfections, (or imper- 

fections, all's one in the Greek you know 

Will) might win her, and work upon her 

polig ou Nature ſo tar as to accept his' 2 
| I 


—O = Mi 295 jay >  » 


me drink before Lam hang'd; for Hove N 


J ( 


Ci (ow 5 


At And boot dp M? . 
n Nay, I muſt drink thy ober Glass 
before can proceed any cfarther with "iy 
Story v7 80200 6/0 1007.10 400; 2 

21 Will. Well,cdrink-avid be bang d you 85 
this Sack I perceive. . 01/9499, £07 411199 8 


„Dom. Faith Will that was! well ſaid: Let 


better than hanging by far! 
gil Well, but' go on with the Story. 
Tam, Then ib told him, Will, that I could 
fit him to a Hair with a Cop 'of: Verſes; but 
expected to have ſomething in Hand; and a 
promiſe of what I ſhould have after I had 
done. The young Fop, lheighten'd with the 
'Ehbughds of gdod Succeſs, gave me a Guinea 
in hard, being alli thbMoney he had 1 f. Ates 
And a. Promile of; Fou more if he married the 
Voung Gentlewoman,; which I gladly tobe, 
and. could not in Conſcience, but give him a 
Glaſs of "Wine out of it. nt! Stn (1.46) Bec 
uHill. Well, and: you | did give him Back : 
gut of his Guinea, did you not, Tom? 
Dam Why yes, I tell thee I did make bios 
Drink for his Money ; we had two Bottles of 
Claret, and that look'd more:genteel than one 
Bottle: of Sack, though Imuſt confels that 
love Sack far better = French Vin: e 
ems Seam ue o Wel 


FAY: up B 3 will, 


; ( 220) } 

Will. Nay, [ believe you love Sack welke- 
nough without ſwearing to't; for you ſignify 
as much by your preſent drinking. Well, how 
you have took of your Glafs, | hope you will 

proceed with, your 3 Ner- the 
Poem you were to make. 
Tom. Yes, I will ſo; bot Bad not wetbeR 
to drink another Glaſs apiece firſt? I vow 
this is excellent good Sack, Wall. 1243290] 

Will. Yes, yes, the Sack is good enough; 
but prithee be not ſo greedy of it, N but 
go on with thy peg 61111 

Tom. Well here's one Gas to thee and 1 
then.— 2 

Pill. And then I think thoul't be PRA 
Tom, Come, prithee make haſte then for | 
am impatient of thy FTediouſneſs, 

Tom. Well if thou wilt not pledge me, Witt, 
PII ſet it by a while, and proceed with my 

young Gameſter, which was after this manner: 
I bad him come again that day Week he gave 
me the Guinea, and he thoald-have the Poem. 
Will. Why, thou waſt not a Week, ture; 
in compoſing a Copy of Verfes in Praiſe of a 
Lady's Beauty? 
om. No, indeed, I was not, Wil, E won! 
der how thou happeneſt to ask lach an im- 
pertinant queſtion. 5 
Will. How do. you make i it an a impeninant 
queſtion? 


mim ** 
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1 7 
neſtion? Did you not 4 chat 15 bi the Seb 


b Day W. 
9 Jay Week, an Wunder 


Tom, Veg 1 dd K , 'and de fay .o Kill, ad | 

fay che Trurh too, M Mi, and yet that was nQ 
oy Ground for y 19% to ſay I was Week in making | 
LI ſwear if you were not my Brother Poet, 


1 would call chee Fool. . . Why doſt thou not know 


that 1 Kad a Giinta? 


'' #44. Yes, 146 remember vou told me (05 but 
what then? 


' Tom. What then! Why, art thou i Ignorant ill 


doſt chou think that the Guinea would not require 
. ſome time in Ns g? 


Will. Tis r ht S], T blame my preſent Dull- : 
neſs of Apprehenſion in not underſtanding thee at 


' firſt? L maſtconfels that I mighrhave imagined that 
thou could ſt not reſt or ſettle thy ſelf to any ching 
ill the Guinea was con ſuinod or melted a way. 


Tom. Ves, as thou ſavett, Will, 1 did melt it in 

. Hats Fo. bur not all at one. Time; for I would 
ae foe ole three or ur Lines, chen to the 

r for balf a Pint of the beſt Canary, and 
having drank up that, I could make a ſhift to go 
home and compoſe ewo Verſes anda half more, aad 
then to the Tavern again. But now I think on't 
this Wine that ſtande by me will be flat if it ſtands 


any longer, therefore 7%, here's to thee. 


Will. What again? Why ſure enough I ſhall be 
troubled to get thee home by and by. . 


Tom. Yes. it may be ſo. Here, Drawer Boy. 
Drawer, 8 and 1 he 'Tam coming. Did you 


call 


« 


1 mn 3] 


call bear, Si oe) Jon 0 it 11 

8 e, pricbee hr bring) use us Bott che Cane 
Wine and bang! A Ong pot wit 79 5 mon; on 
Drawer, You ſhall have it, Str, r 1 

Di 2 77 We ſhall have the Gbr Bo Bottle, ſhall we 

not, Nl. 


f . 5 ee 
7 Ves, it ſeemswe. muſt Honor 590 | 


Brit, 
ls There 2 are asc belon b. "Gentlemen 
who deſire to know. Fender you Wil midi em 


to play to Four or no? 
Vill. Hang em, l we have nothing to 
do with Fidlers, our, Sack wil u 1 more 1er 


ry than their ſcraping 


L 
"Tow, Thou fayeſt 90 wilt, 2nd. now 7k; love 
thee; and beets. 3 to thee, Dn 8 n 
fill. Come drink, e, aud le t. me Year what 
Verſes thou mad'ſt the a Mis by his Guinea; 
I know thou haſt a foul. FARK Y. f EM Wei hee 
PE Haſt Joy nut 7 om ws 
551. V We bay of ve wah I 
needs tell Ya HE 7 0 oh the ye Teceflty 
that T e them a you'tt- baye them a- 
bout me? an Aab. Anwatl 
Nl. No, no, 7 I do not cg ay you to 
ſhew 18 [ deſire re of yon; cherer 


tore doti't. b angry. ö 1 7 
Town No, hog, Wil, 1 I Le Er 
gry, Come beie” 8. to the 


Will. Well, hät wil you bew met 2 eee 
chat you made Nt the Gentleman? , YO "1 


Fo, No i in Troth, won't 1 but I read. it to 
| you 


out af my own. Hands to cer à Man in England ; 


Occaſionꝰ \ «i 


Tom. 7 Ws por qe rag more ths Pig or as 


} | 0 2 


( 13 3 


you, if that will\fatisf.you; if not, yon muſt de 
fiſt to ask me further, for I will not part with tbem 


yet I muſt confeſs that I love yon well, WII, but 
you muſt 14 than r WM 

Will, Why, are they ſuch Excellent ones, chat 
you are afraid that I ſhould take themaway, and ſo 
make uſe of chem .ſarpe other rime. n, the fame 

Tom, *Tis no matter for Preto, IG you will har 
them you ſhall, Will. 

ili. Well, prithee let's hear em then. 

Lom Why, yon ſhall; yu here's to you firſt, 
1 begin to be: dt. 


Fil. Well, $I ariok, and read” em it thou | 
wilt or ſay thou wilt not. Ef 
Zam. Yes, I will, E * are; pray give.» | 
Attention. = 


Madam, your 3 bang m me like an BY, 


I;need net praiſe, for tbat:will praiſe itſelf: 
I cannot flatter vou, yet muſt confeſs,» 
That I could Love you well if you had leſs ; 


3 einm 


15 WII. Howie that? How's this. 12 44 © 
Tom. 5 —— e me Lu! donegos AY 


— Mun. Froceed. 65 3. 9 51 


and if you Love me not I'll „t and cry, 


And aſh pare He and Definngy, © - —— 


CL ow 3} 


Tn I waſte, and pine away. and %, i | 
Ad if my Mother ast the Reaſon — mare 
Den, Madam, yon mu bear the Shame, " TY 
Becauſe vn work my Woe by C tf 555% 
And if you're kind, and grant my Suit, ru Py 
Into your Arms with Joy and there FE bs; Fn 
Aud kiſs and bug 10 Perpetuity, 7 1 
An notbing want * 1 a 
Then be not Coy, nor ſoftly fay, Hie. OR: 1895 
- Tf that Ihe as cloſe as . K y. 


Will. Oh, wonderful! wonderful Wit! ade 
heard the like in all my Lite! So many R himes of 
one ſort I never heard i in all my Life-rime! © 390 l 

Lom, That's the Rarity of it, Will. 

Nil. Ves, fo I perceive, Tom. What did you 
conclude you elegant Poem after this Manner ? 

Zom, No, there is two Lines more, and that is 
all, which are theſe: 


2b, Mifreſe, hoping — not count me rate 
Unit anon l fee you 1 conclude, | 

WIG OL | 
| Will, Oh, admirable Tow! Frould's not have 
| thought that any Man alive had ſo much Wir in 


him! Well, go thy way for a Compoſer of Poems: 


So excellent a Fancy I never heard before. 
Tom. No nor no body elſe, except-ir'came from 
thoſe that are good Sack-drinkers, like myſelf. 
Come, here's to thee, Will, let's drink Aa little 
Touch now. | 
Will. II pledge thee, Tom, aBrimmer: Dew 
er 


—_— 


16501 
2 $ bing the rviher Bottle, "aid tell us "whit to 


Drawer, You nen it Sir, 0 
Jom, Come, Will, prithee tell me what new 
-#deig-thbd balt made of late; ſpeak, Will, aud 
| briskly; to be dull I hare. 
0 it. s Sack has wiery unn Ido per- 
eeĩve it Fools inſpires, I aptly do believe. 
Jom, Then give us Sack, give us Sack 
. *Tis pity we ſhould ever lack. FO 
WiII. Drink ftoutly Tem, thou ſhalt not want, 
1 find ir helps the Ignorant. .. 
Dom. Come, Drawer, quick, aud bring "I 
E To drink more Wine it will pork, 
Will. I value got the Indian Funk, 


10 rather cauſes to be drunk. : 2 | 
Fb Fiz, Will, none can de drunk Na - 
That i in an Ale-Houſe tope black Pots 


Wine only dtes transform our Souls, tous”. 

A Blockhead's s witty with full BoWiIs. 
Will. lam a Tom to think thou tell'ſt me ues 

Then prithee, take thou thy due: ö 

Thy Guinea- Poem 1 Wine, 

Thy muddy Brains for to refine: 

Let's ceaſe to Rhime extempote, 

We'll drink and laugh, and meity be. 

Tom, Thou ſay'ſt true, Will, we had better leave 
off Rhyming in vain; for why ſhould we waſte our 
Stock ot Mit upon each other,, when we have no 
Occaſion for it; we have enough to troub.e our 
Brains when we have a Guinea Subject to work upog 
In Tloch, Will, begin co be rconbled with a ſhort 

Cough 


0 716% 


Cough, I don't know what they call it; ,Prithee 
give me another Glaſs, of Sack and try what that 
will do with me, 

Will. Ay ay, the other Glaſs, prithee drink i it 
off, and begin another to me, that we may make an 
End. ſor it begins to be late. 

55 Tom. Thou ſayeſt true, Wi U, and here's to 
ee. 

Will. 80 now we'll call for a 8 Here 
Drawer. what's to pa 

Drawer. Eight Shillings Wine, and Six-pence 
Tobacco. 

Will. Here's Nine Shillings take chou the Re- 
mainder. 

Drawer. Vour Servant, Sir; you, are 33 
Gentleman. 

Tom. Well fare thee well Will, the next Treat 
ſhall be miue. * 

Will, Adieu honeſt Tom, let me ſee thee fome 
times. Farewel 1 


7 ̃7˖ ˙ 


